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lions. With coat off, he was peering through a magnifying-
glass at what looked like nothing.
" Sit down, Marjoric," he said ; "I'll have done in a
minute."
Except the floor, there seemed nowhere to sit, so she
remained standing.
" I thought so," said the marquess ; " the Italians are
wrong."
He put the spy-glass down, ran his hand through his
silvery hair, and drew his ruffled beard into a peak. Then,
taking an eyebrow between finger and thumb, he gave it an
upward twist, and scratched himself behind one ear.
" They're wrong ; there's no reaction whatever."
Turning towards his granddaughter, he screwed up his
eyes till they were bright as pins. " YouVe never been up
here before. Sit in the window."
She seated herself on a broad window-ledge covering
some sort of battery, with her back to the light.
" So you brought that case, Marjorie ? "
" I had to."
" Now why ? " He was standing with his head a little
to one side, his cheeks very pink, and his eyes very shrewd.
And she thought: ' After all, I'm his granddaughter. I'll
plunge.'
" Common honesty, if you want to know."
The marquess pouted, as if trying to understand the
words.
" I read your evidence," he said, " if you mean that."
" No.    I meant that I wanted to find out where I stood."
" And did you ? "
" Very much so."
" Are you still going to be married ? "
Really, he was a spry old boy !
" No,"